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At the banquet, where the long tables were strewn with flowers. Dr.
Cook sat on the right hand of the Crown Prince, who at the right time
proposed his health and acclaimed his achievement as the first man to
reach the North Pole.
"Now Cook will tell us his story/' said a man sitting near me.
"We have been waiting for it. He will give us all the details."
But Cook did not tell his story. He said he was keeping it for the
book he was writing. He spoke evasively and said nothing which
illuminated the darkness of his claim. The company was deeply dis-
appointed. Some of them thought it very extraordinary behaviour.
Alphonse Courlander, sitting near me, made funny faces like a
codfish.
Owing to the kindness of the American Ambassador in Denmark,
who was extremely friendly to me, I was able to meet Dr. Cook several
times in the American Embassy at tea time. He knew that I was the
English journalist who disbelieved him and that my paper was denying
his claim. He looked at me sullenly but, strangely enough, answered
various questions I had put to him as suggested by my Danish friends,
and his answers, in their opinion, proved conclusively that he had not
reached the North Pole. Day by day I went on with the campaign of
"debunking" him and Ernest Perris in London carried on the
attack.
My fellow journalists in Copenhagen warned me that I was endanger-
ing my career. Alphonse Courlander gazed at me with amusement and
alarm. He admired my courage, he said, but was aghast at the risks I
was taking with the law of libel. Anyhow he believed that Cook was an
honest man.
Old W. T. Stead was an enthusiastic believer in Dr. Cook and
deplored my scepticism. He put his hands firmly on my shoulders and
spoke gravely.
"Young man, you are not only ruining yourself but you are ruining
the Daily Chronicle for which I have a great respect."
I was the most unpopular man in Copenhagen. The Danish people
had hailed Dr. Cook as a hero. The Danish Crown Prince had given
him high honours. They bitterly resented the despatches in the Daily
Chronicle, quoted every day in their own Press, making him out to be a
fraud. When I went into a restaurant to get some food I was booed by
the people at the little tables. The Politiken published a frightful
portrait of me, and underneath it put the caption: "The Murderer
Gibbs",
There were moments when I had frightful doubts about the line I was
taking. Supposing after all Cook had been to the North Pole? Suppos-
ing I was maligning an honest and heroic man?